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THE REVENGE. 


ACTI. SCEN E, Te Battle rr: nts. 

Enter Zanga. [T >under and lightening, 
HETHER ru Nature, or | ng want F p: Cry 
Has wrought my mind to this, [ canvot tell! 

But n rrors now are not diſpie»fing to me 
I like this rocking of the battlements. 8 
Rage on ye winds, burſts clouds, and waters roar ! 
You bear a juit r:ſemblance of my fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy babit of my foul, 
Enter [/abella. 
Who's there? My love 
I/ab. Why "ag. you leſt my bed? 
Your abf. nce more affrights me than the form, 
Zan. The dead, alone, in ſuch a n. ght, can Fes 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away! I chooſe to be alone 
Tab. 1 know you do, and therefore will not leave you; 
Excuſe me, Zunga, there fore dare not l-ave you, 
Is this a orght for walks of c-ntemplation ? 
Somethi g unuſual hangs upon your heart, 
And I will know it: by our loves I will, 
To you I fa-rific:d my virgin fame ; 

Aſk I roo much a ſhare in your diſt. ei 5 
Zan. In tears? Thou fool! then hear me, and bz 
In hell's abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee, _ [plung'd 
To ſtrice thee with aſtoniſhr ent at once, | ; 

I hate Alonzo, Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hcar fa. ther. 
_ Jab. Hate Alonzo! 
IT own, I thought Alonzo moſt your fr: en , 
And that he loft the wiſter in that name. | 
* Lan, Hear then, Tis wie ner yoars fince chat great 
man 
(Great let me call him, "for he conquer'd me,) 
Made me the capiive of his aro in fight: 
He flew my father and threw chains o'er me, 
Waile I, with pious rage, purive:i revenge: 
I then was young, he plac'd me peur his perſe b, 
An thought me not diſhanour'd by his ſervice, 
One day (may that re urning day be nigbt, 
The ſta in, the curſe of es h fu.ceeving y: ar!) 
For fometbing, or for nothing, in his pride 
_ He ſtruck me. * tell it, do E live?) 
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He ſmote me on the cheek, —I did not ſtab bim, 
Fo, tha were poor revenge. —F'er ſince, his folly 
Has ftrove 10 bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindneffes, and thiak it is forgot. 
Inſolent thought! and like a fecond blow! 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs : 
And ſach alone can wiſely drop revenge. 
I/ab. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your ſlory: 
To ſee your ſtrorg emotions ſtartles me. 22 
Zan. Yes, women, with the temper that befits it. 
Hs the dark adder venom ? ſo have I 
When trod upon, Proud Spaviard thou ſhalt feel me ! 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, | 
I from that day have curs'd the riſing ſun, 
Which never faiPd to tell me of my ſhame. 
I from that diy bave bleſt the coming night, 
Whi h promis'd to conceal it; but in vain; 
The blow return d forever in my dream. 
Vet en I toil'd, and groan'd for an oecaſi n 
Ot ample vengeanc- ; none is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er at preſent I conceive warm hopes 
Or waa: way uns Lan f. re ia his ambition, 
Life of his life, and dearer than his ſoul. 
By nightly march he purpord to ſurpriſe 
The Mooriſh camp; but I have taken care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favour, 
- Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment 
Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 
| 2 Juſt as I enter'd, an expreſs arriv'd. 
| . To whom ? Wo 
Jab. His friend, Don Carlos, 
Zan. Be propitious, | 
O Mahomet, on this important hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd foul revenge! 
What is revenge, but courage to call in 
Our honour's debts, and wiſdom to convert 
Others! ſeif-love into our own protection ? 
But ſee, the morning dawns; 
Til ſeek Don Carlos, and enquire my fate, [Exeunt. 
SCENE, @ Palace. Enter Manuel and Don Carlos. 
Man. My lord Don Carlos, what brings your expreſs ? 
Car. Alonzo's glory, and the Moors Ie. 
The field is ftrew'd with twice ten thouſand ſlain, - 
Tho? he ſuſpects bis meaſures were betray'd, 
He'll ſoon arrive, O, how I long t'embrace 
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The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of friends 
] lov'd fair Leonora long before 
The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, > 
From whom fo late Alenz> ſet me free; 
And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed, 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love, | 
To fiir her heart, and fan its fires for me. 
Man. And what ſucceſs ? 
Car. Alas, the cruel maid 
Indeed her father, 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Eaft, 
My fleet now ſailing in the fight of Spain, 
— ven guard it ſafe thro? ſuch a dreadful florm !) 
eſſes me, and urges her to wed. 
Man, Her aged father, ſee l leads her this my 
Car. She looks like radiant truth, 
Brought by the hand of heary time — 
You to the with ſpeed, tis poſſible „„ 
Some vellel in arrived. got 1 it bring 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy ! 
Enter Alvarez and Leonora. 
Atv. Don Carlos, I am labouring io your favour 
With all a parent's ſoft authority, 
And earneſt counſel, 
Gar. Angn ſecond you NP 
For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 
Alv. Daughter, the happineſs of life as 
On our diſcretios, and a prudent choice ; FEY 
Look into thoſe they call vafortunate, 
And cloſer view'd, Se U find they are unwiſe : 
Some flaw in their own conduct lies beneath, 
Don Carlos is of ancient, noble blood, 
Aid then his wealth might mend a priace's fortune, 
For him the ſan is labouring in the mines, 
A faithful ſlave, and turniog earth to gold. 
His keels are freighted with that ſacred pow? ry 
By which ev'n kings and emperors are made. 
Sir, you have my good wiſhes, and I hope (7 0 Car. 
- My daughter is not indiſpos d to hear you. [Ex Atv. 
Car. O Leonora! why art thou in tears? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
_ Huſt'd was your boſom, and your eye ſ. rene. 
teen Tnink you my 8 too — to me, 
3 


That 


S0 d Clos, by recounting of my faults, 


| Alonzo ! | 


— 
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That he claims no dominion er mv tears? 


A ctavghter ſure wav be right dutiful, 
W hote tears alone are free fem reſtraint 


Alas! my lord, we are too delicate; 


And whea we gra'p ihe happiveſs we wiſh'd, 


W' cal on wit to argue it au ay: 


A plaiuer man would nct fecl half your pains : 


But fr me have too much wiſdom to be happy, 
Car. iiad I known this before, it had been well: 


I bad tt then Hlicited your father 


To add 10 my dilireſs ; as you behave, 
Ver f:th«r's kindneſs fabs me to the heart, 
Give me ycur band Nay, give it, Leonora; 
You give it not=—noay, * you give it not 
I ravith it. —— 
Leon. | pray, my lord, no more. 
Car. Have I not Janguiſh' d proſtrate at thy feet ? 
Have I ot 1v'0 whole days upon thy fight ? 
Have I not feen rhee where thou baſt not been ? 
And, mad with the idea, claſpt the wind, 
And doated upon nothing? 
Leon. Court me not, 


} 


And teiling how unzrateful I have been. 1 


Alas! my lord, if talking would prevail, 
I could loggeſt much better arguments 


Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; 

Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all. 

But bid phy ſicians talk our veins to temper, 

And with an argument new-ſet a pulſe ; 

Then think, my lord, of reaſoning into love. 

Car. Muſt I then deſpair ? D> nt ſhake me : 4 
My tempeii-beaten heart is cold to death. | 


Ah! turn and let me warm me in thy beauties. 


Heavens ! what a pr of I gave but two nights paſt 


Of matchi-fs love! To fling me at thy feet, 

I ſlighted fr. adſhip, and I flew from fame ; ; 
Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle: 

But derting headlong to thy arms, I left 


The promis'd fight, I left Alonzo too . 
To land the war, and quell a world alone. [Trumpets 
Leon. The victor comes, my lord, I muſt withdraw. | 

[ Exit Leonora. 


= Sure there s no 0 peril bets in love. Enter Alonzo, 
"Man. 
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Alon, Crios !— 1 am whole agaia 3 
Claſpt io thy arms, it makes my hea-t entire. 
Car. Whom dre I thus embrace ? the W ns 
Of At i. ? 
Alon. Ves, much more, Dn Carlos” friend. 
The cor que a of the world would coſt me dear, 
Should ir b-get one thought of diſtance in thee. 
I rife in vie toes to con + nearer thee, 
I corquer with Don Carlos in my eye, 
And thus I claim wy victorv's reward. CEmbracing þ bin, 
Car. A victory indeed ! y ur % like aim 
Has made one ſpot the grave o Atrica, 
Such numbers tell! nd be ſurvivors fled 
As frighted paſſengers fr. m off the ſtrand, 
When ihe tempeſtuous ſea comes roaring on them. 
Alon. Tas Carles conquet'd, twas bis cruel chains 


Inflam'd me to a rage urknown before, 


And threw my former actions tar behind. 


Car. I love fair Leonora. How. love her ! 
Yet til! I find (I know not how it is) 
Another heart, another ſou! for the. 
Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 
Like muſic, pure the joy, without alloy, 

Whole very rapture is tranquility : 

But le ve, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, 

Heighten'd inceed beyond all mor al pleaſures, 

But miogles pangs and madneſs n the bowl. 
Enter Zang 4. 

' Sam Manuel, my lord, 3 from the * 

5 On buſineſs both of moment and of haſte, 

 Humbl; begs leave to ſpeak in private ih you. 

Car. In private? — Ha! — Alonzo, Pll return, 


No buſineſs can de: ain me longer trom thee. [ Ex. car. 


Zan. My lord Alonzo, I obey'd your orders, 
Alm. Will the tair Leonora paſs tais way? 
Zan. She will, my lord, and loun. 
Alon. Come near me Traps ; 
For I dare open all my heart to thee, 
Never was ſuch a dav of triumph known ! 
| There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That flowly follow'd my proud chariot wheels, 
With halt a life, and beggary, and chains, 
But is a god to me: I am moſt wretched. 
In his captivi y, thou know'ft Don Carlos, 
My friend 1 never was a 2 more dear) 


| Depotad 
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Deputed me his advocate in-love, 
To talk to Leonora's heart, and make 
A tender party in her thoughts for him. 
What did 1 do? I lov'd myſeif. Indeed, 
One thiog there is might l- ff n my offence, 
(if ſuch offence admits of being leſſened) 
133 him dead ! for (by — fate I know not) 
His letters never reach'd me. 
m_—_— Thanks to Zao ga. 
Wuhothenee contriv d that evil which hashappened.[ A/de. 
Alon. Ye cure d of beav'n ! | lov'd myſelf, IS 
In a late action, reſcued from the Moors, 
I bave brought home my rival in wy friend, 
Zan. We hear, my lord, that in that action too, 
Your iaterpoſing arm preſerv'd his life. 
Alon. I did—with more than the expence of mine; 
For, Ol this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhe comes —T'l! t ke my leave, and die. ' 
Zan. Hadſt thou a thouſand lives, thy death would 
_ pleaſe me. | 
Unhappy fate! My country overcome! 
My fix years hope of vengeance quite expir d! 
Would nature were I Will not fall alone: 
But others groans ſhall tell the world my death. 1 
Enter 
Al. When nature ends with anguiſh like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the ſun, 
And bid his light adieu. Fo 
Lean. The mighty conqueror _ 
Diſmay d ! I thought you gave the foe your ſorrows. 
Alon. O cruel inſult! are thoſe tears your ſport, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw ? 
Afric I queiPd in hope by that to purchaſe 
Your leave to ſigh unfcorn'd ; but I complain not: 
Nuwas but a world, and you 1 — 
Teo. That paſſion which you boaſtof is your guilt, 
A treaſon to your friend. Vou think mean of — 
To plead pug way crimes as motives of my love. 


_ + eee thoſe crimes you 


1 "Tis th — to be chus inhaman, 

Without the mic you both of earth and heaven 
I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. - 
Farewell for ever. This ſevere behavicur 
Has, to my. comfort, made it ſweet to die. 


— 


- Jann 
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Leon. Farewell for ever !—ſweet to die- O heaven, 


[ 4fae. 

Alonzo, ſtay, you muſt not thus eſcape me 3 
Bat hear your guilt at large. 

Alon, O Leonora ! 
What could I do? In duty to my friend, 
I ſaw you; and ſee, is to aimre. 
For Carlos did I ple:d, and moſt ſincerely. 
You know I did. I fought but your eſteem ; 
If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. 

Leon, If from your guilt none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, 


It might be ſo. Farewell. [ Goinge 


Alon. Who ſuffers with me? 
What means theſe tears ! 

Loon. | weep by chance, nor have my tears a meaning; 
But, O! when firſt I ſaw Alonzo" tears, 
I knew their meaving well, 

Alon zo falls paſſionately on his 1 and takes her f al, 


11, Hes u,. what is this? That excellence tor 
which 


| Nefire was planted in the hearr of man 1 


= Viitue's ſupreme reward on this — | 


The cordial of wy foull— 
But, oh Emy friend != - 
Alon. What ſays my love ?—Speak, Leonora. 
_ Leon. Was it for you, my lord, to be fo * 
In finding out objectious to our love ? 
Think you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 
It was unſafe to leave that part to me? 
Aon. Is not the day then fix ' d for your eſpouſals ? 
Leon, Indeed, once had thought that way, 
But marking bow the marriage pain'd my heart, 
Long he ſtood doubtful, but at laſt refoly'd 
Your counſel, which determines him in all, 
Should finiſh the debate. 
Alon. O agony! 
_ Muſt | not only loſe ker, but be made 
Myſelf the inſtrument ? nct only die, 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myſelf? 
This is refiving on calamity. 
Ta. What! do you tremble leſt you ſhould be mine 5 
For what elſe can you tremble ? not for that 
My father places * to . 


An. 
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Alan. What's in my power=————0 yes, to ftab my 


friend ! 

Leon. To ſtab your friend were barbarous, indeed ! 
Spare him—and murder me.— 

Hon. Firſt, periſh all! 
No, Leonora, Lam thice for ever, [ Runs and embr aces ber. 
In ſpight of Carl». 

Leon. Hold, Al nzo, 
And hear a maid, whom doubly thou haſt — 
L love thy ircue as I love thy perſon, | 
And I adore thee tor the Pains it gave ne; 
B.t as I felt the pairs, I'll ep the fruit; . 
I'll ſhine out in my turn, and ſhew the world 
Thr g:e:t xample was not luſt upon me. 
| Nay, never ſhriak ; toke b- ck the br ght example 
| Yeu lately lent; O rake i white you may, 

While TI can give it you, and be im mortal. [ Exit. 
Ali. She's gone, and I ſhall ſec: that face no more; 
But pine in abſence, and till death adore. 

When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 
Ard iy eyes darken from wy fault'ring tongue, 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, 

And iove with fare divide my dying groan. Exit. 


| ACT IL 

. Enter Manuel and Zanga. 

Zan. 17 this be ti ue, I car not blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos; 'tis but humane in vou. 

But when arrived your diſmal news ? 

Man. This hour, 

Zan. What not a veſſel ſav'd ? 

Man. All, all the ftorm | 
Devour's ; 2nd now Ger his Lats enced fortune 
The dolphins bound, and wat'ry mouatains roar, 
Triumphant in bis ruin. | 
a. Is Alvarez 
| Determin'd to deny his daughter to him ? 
That treaſure was on ſhore, muſt that too join. 
The common wreck-? 
Ma. Alvarez pleads indeed 

That Leonora's heart is diſ-inclin'd, 

And pleads that only; ſo it was this morning 
When he concurr'd : the tempeſt broke the match 3 3 
And ſunk his favour, when it ſunk the gold. 
The love of gold is double in his heart, 


The 
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The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 
Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it? 
Man. Like a man 
W hote heart feels moſt a human heart can feel, 
And reaſons beſt a human head can reaſon. 
Zan. But is he then in abſolute deſpair ? 
Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more. 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarez 
Urges Alonza to eſpouſe his daughter 
This very day; for he has learat their loves. 
Zan, Ha! was not that recciv'd with ecſtaſy 
By Don Alonzo ? 
Man. Ves, ar firſt; but ſoon 
A damp came o'er bim, it would kill his friend. 
| Zan. Not it his friend conſented ; and ſince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her—— _ 
Man. Let to aſſc it | 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a gererous miad, 
At leaſt Alonzo's ſpirit. {tartles at it. 
Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 
And giving up a miſtreſs to another. 
But I muſt leave you, Carlos wants ſupport 
In his ſevere affiictiou. [Exit Meanuel. 
Zan, Ha! it dawns | — 
It riſes to me, like a new found world 
To mariners long time diſtreſs'd at ſea, 
Or like the ſun jult rifing out of chaos, 
Some dregs of ancient night not quite purg'd off! 
But ſhall 1 fiiaſh it ? = Hoa! Ifabetia! 
| | Enter Iſabella 
I thought of dying, better things come forward; 
Veageance 15 (t1!] alive; from her dark covert, 
With all her ſaakes ercct upon her creſt, 
She ſtalks in view, and fires me with her charms, 
When, Iſabella, arriv'd Don Carlos here ? 
T/ah. Two nights ago. 
Zan. That was the very night 
Before he battle - Memory, ſet down that; 
Ir has the effence of the crocodile, 
Tho” yet bat in the ſhll—1i'il give it birt —— 
What time did he return ? 
Jab. At midnight. 
Zan. o 
Say, did he ſee that night bis Leonora? 
— No, my good lord, 


2 47. | 


1 
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In cours, and do your work with bows and ſmiles. 
Tbat little engin ry, more miſchievous 
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Zan. No matter — tell me, woman, 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious, 
Honeſt than ſubtle, above fraud bimſelf, 
Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? 
Lab. 1 can judge; but ſo tke world thiaks of 


Zen. Why that was well—go fetch my tablets hither. 


[ Exit Jab. 
Two nights ago my father's ſacred ſhade 
Thrice ſtalk'd around my bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 
He ſmil'd a joy then little underſiood— 
It muſt be ſo—and if ſo, it is vengeance 
Worth waking of the dead for. 


Re- enter Iſabella with the tablets, Zanga writes, then-reads 


as to himſe 
Thus 1 it ſands — _ 
The father's fixed Don Carlos cannot wed— 
Alonzo may——but that will hurt his friend 
Nor can he aſk his leave——or if he did, | 
He might not gain it—lt is hard to give 
Or own conſent to ills, tho we mult bear them. 
Were it not then a maſter-piece worth all 
The wiſdom I can buaſt, firſt to perſuade 
Alonzo to requeſt it of his friend, 
His friend to grant then from that very grant, 


Tbe ſtrongeſt proof of friendſhip man can give, 
(And other motives) to work out a cauſe 


Of jealouſy,. to rack Alonzo's peace 
I have turn'd o'er the catalogue of woes, 


Which ſting the heart of man, and find none eel, 
Ir is the Hydra of calami 


ities, 
94 death: the jealous are che damn'd. 
O y, each other paſſion s calm, : 
To thee, thou canflagratios of the ſoul )? 
Thou king of torments ! thou grand 44 Wings 


For all the tranſports beauty can inſpire ! 


Lab. Alonzo comes this way. 
Zan. Moſt opportunely. 
Withdraw—Ye ſubtle Demons, which refide Es. Led. 


Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder, 
Teach me to look a lie; give me your maze 
Of gloo'ny thought and intricate &-figr, 


To catch the man | hate, and then d. vu 
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Enter Alonzo, | 

My lord, I give you joy. 

Alon. Of what, good Zanga? 

Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours? 

Alon. What will become of Carlos? 

Zan, He's your friend ; 
And fince he can it eſpouſe the fair himſelf, 


Will take ſome comfort from Alonzo's fortune. 


Alon, Alas! thou little know ſt the force of love; 
Love reigns a ſultan with unrivalld ſway, 
Puts all relations, friendſhip's ſelf to death, 
If once he's jealous of it, I love Carlos, 
Yet well I know what pangs I felt this morning 
At his intended nuptials. For myſelf 
I then felt pains which now for him I feel. 
Zan. You will not wed her then? 
Alon. Not inſtantly : 


Inſult his broken heart the very moment! 


Zan. I underſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, 

When your friend's gone, and his firſt pain PS! ? 
Alon. Am 1 to blame for that? | N 
Zan. My lord, I love 


Your very errors, they are born from virtue. 


Your friendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claims 

The heart ?) docs lead you blind-fold to your raid. 
Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break | 
Don Carlos? match, and wherefore urge Alonzo's ? 

*F was the ſame cauſe, the love of wealih :; to-morrow 
May ſee Alonzo in Don Carlos? fortune : 

A higher bidder 1s a better friend, 

And there are princes ſigh for Leonora. {Tg 
W hen your friend's gone, you'll wed ; why then the cauſe 
Which gives you Leunora now will ceaſe; ; 
Carlos has loſt her: ſhould you loſe her too, 


Why then you beap new torments on your friend, 
By that reſpect which labour'd to relie ve him 


*4'is well he is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe. [ Afede. ; 
Alon. Think'ſt thou my Zanga, ſhouid i aſk Don Carlos, 


His good neſs would conſent that I ſhould wed her ? 
| Zan. I know it would. 


Alon. But theo the crue'ty 


. Toaſk it, and for me to aſk it of bim! 


Za. Methinks, you are not ſevere upon your friend. 
Who was it gave bim liberty and life ? 
Alon, That is the Fwy _— which forbids it. 


Were | 
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Were [ a ſtranger, I could freely ſpeak : 
In me it ſo r:z{ſembles a demand, 
Exacting af a debt, it ſhocks my nature. 
Zar. My lord, you know the fad alternative, 
Is Leonora worth one pang, or not ? 
It hurts not me, my lord, but as I loves you: 
Warmly as you I with Don Carlos well = 
But I am likewiſe Don Alonzo's friend : 
There all the difference lies between us too. 
In me, my lord, you hear another ſelf ; 
And give me leave to add, a better too 
Clear'd from theſe errors, which, tho? caus'd by virtue, 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you pain.— 
Pon Lopez of Caftile would not demur thus 
Alon. Periſh the name | what ! ſacrifice the fair 
To age and illneſs, becauſe ſet in gold? 
Fil to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me. 
I have ſeen him ſince his fore affliction; 
But ſhun'd it, as tov terrible to bear, 
How ſhall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. [Exit Alon. 
Zan. Half my work is done. I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 
[ He ow a meſſage io a ſervant, then returns, 
Proud, hated Spain! oft drench'd in Mooriſh blood ; . 
Doſt thou feel a deadly foe within thee? -—- 
Shake not the tow'rs were - ere Þ paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer ? 
Shake to the center, if Alonzo's dear. | 
Look dow, O holy prophet ! ſee me torture 
This Chriſtian Dog, tbis Infidel, which dares 
To fmite thy votaries, and ſpurn thy law, 
And yet h pes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 
W hich loc & as it they were lighted up for thee : : 
Shail he enjoy thy paradiſe below ? | 
Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with her charms !— 
Bur ſee, the melancholy lov-r comes! [Zan a retires. 
Enter Don Car ins. * : 
Car. Hope, tho» haſt told me lies from day to day, 
For more than twen'y years. Vile promiler! 
None here ale happy bur the fool, 
Or very vile! ana 1 was'at fool wg 
To ſm le in vanities, and hug a thaduw ; - 
Nor have I + ſdom to elaborate 
Aa ar':ficiai appiucis tiom pains: | 
yoo any litt the head, look 807, and lone 1 
Againſt 
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Againſt their conſciences ? and this we know, 
Yet knowing, diſbelteva; and try again 
What we have tried, and ſtruggle wich convictions 
Each new ex;erience gives the former credit; 
And reverend grey thretſcore is but a voucher 
Thar thirty told us true. 
Zan. My noble lord, 
I mourn your fate; but are no hopes ſurviving ? 
Car, No hopes. Alrarez bas a heart of ftcel : 
"Tis fixt, 'tis paſt, tis abſolute deſpair. 
Zan. You wanted not to have your heart made tender 
By your own pains to feel a friend's diftreſs. 
Car. I underſiand you well. Alonzo loves 
I pity him. | 
Zan. I dare be ſworn you do. 
Yet he has other thoughts | 
Car. What canſt thou mean? | 
Zan, Indeed he has; and fears to aſk a favour 
A ſtranger from a ſtranger might requeſt ; 
What coſts you nothing, yet 1s all to him; 
Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, 
Far nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain; his happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to death, but ſo reveres his friend, 
He can't perſuade his heart to wed the maid 
Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk. - 
Io perfect tenderneſs I urg'd him to it. 
Knowing the deadly ſickneſa of his heart, 
Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, 


| _ Your wiſdom, and de ſpair yourſelf to wed her, 


I wrung a promiſe from him he would try: 
And now I come, a mutual friend to both, 
Without his privacy to let you know it, 
And to 8 you kindly to receive him. 
Car. Hal if he weds 1 am undone, indeed; 
Not Don Alvarez? ſelf can then relieve me. 
Zan. Alas, my lord ! you know his heart is feel, 
*Tis fext, tis paſt, tis abſolute deſpair., 
Car. O eruel Heaven! and is it not enough 
That I muft never, never ſee her more!! 
Say, is it not enough that I muſt die, 
But I muſt be tormented in the grave? 
Aſk my conſent ?—muſt-I then give her to him? 
Lead to the nuptiaL ſheets the bluſhiog maid ? 
Oh !——Leonora! never, never, never! 3 
| C2 Zan 


* 
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Zan. A ſtorm of plagues upon him! he refuſes. [ Afides 
Car. What! wed her ?——and to-day ? 
Zan, To-day, or never. 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out, like you; 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his mis fortune? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 
Car. O totment! Whither ſhall I turn ? 
Zan. Lo peace. 
Car. Which is the way ? 
Lan. His happineſs is yours, 
I dare not diſbelieve you. 
Car. Kill my friend! 
Or worſe — alas ! and can there be a worſe ?emmmmme 
A w-rſe there is; nor can my nature bear it. 
Zan, You have convinc'd me, *tis a dreadful taſk, 
I find, Alonzo's quitting her this morning, 
For Culos' ſake, his tenderneſs to you, 
Betray'd me to believe it leſs ſevere 
Than I perceive it is 
Car, Thou doſt upbraid me. 
Zan, No, my good lord; but ſince you can't comply, 
"Tis my misfortune that I mention d it ; | 
For had I not, Alonz2 would indeed 
Have died, as now, but not by your decree. 
Car. By my decree ! do I decree his death? 
1 do — Shall II then fend her to his arms 2 
Ob! which fide ſhall I take ? be ſtab'd or—ftab ? 
Tis equal death! a choice of agonies != 
Go, Zarga, go, defer the dreadful trial, 
Tho? but a day, ſomething perchance may happen 
To ſoften all to friendſhip and to love. 
Go, ſtop my friend; let me not ſee him now, 
But ſave us from an interview of death. 
Zan. My lord, I'm bound in duty to obey you 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo proſper. [ Ade. Ex. Zan. 
Car. What is this world ?—Thy ſchool, O miſery ! 
Our only leſſon 1s, to learn to ſuffer. 
And he who knows not that, was born for nothing, 
| Bar put it moſt ſeverely—ſhould I live— | 
Live long—Alas ! there is no length i in time; 
Nor in thy time, O man ! What's fourſcore years ? 
Nay, what indeed the age of time itſelf, 
Since cut from out eternity's wide round? 
| ves. Leonora he can make time bos. 
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Its nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine. 
While in the luftre of her charms I lay, | 
Whole ſummer ſuns ral d unpercciv'd away; 1 
I years for days, and days for m ments told, . 
And was ſurpriz d to hear that I grew cla ; 
Now fate does rigidly its dues regain, 
And every moment is an age of pain. 
As ht is going out, enter Lang a and onzo. Zan, floss Car. 
Zan. 15 this Don Carlos * this the boaſted friend? 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadnef: ? 
Look on him, and then leave him, it you can. 
Car. I cannot yield; nor can I bear kis griefs. 
Alonzo! [ Going 4 to vim, and taking his hand, 
Alon. O Carlos! 
Car. Pray forbrar. 
Alon. Art thou undone, and mal Alonzo ſmile ? 
Alonzo! who perhaps, in ſ me degree, 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate ? 
TI was deputed guardian of thy love; - 
But, oh! I lov'd myſelf. Pour down afliftions. 
On this devoted head; make me your mark; 
And be the world, by my example taught, 
| How ſacred it ſhould hold the name of friend. 
Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly; ; 
The crime was mine 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail. 
Alon. You caſt in ſhades the failures of a friend, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 
I know my gu: lt, and I implore your pardon, 
As the ſole glimpſe I can obtaiu of peace. 
Car. Pardon he him, who, but this morning, threw 5 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath'd' 
la ceaſcleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love! 
Who, like a roſe-leaf, wet with morniag dew, 
Would have ſtuck close, and elung for ever there! 
But twas in thee, through fondneſs to thy friend, 
To ſhut thy boſom againſt ecſtaſies ; 
For which, Whilſt this pulſe beats, it beats to thee ; 
Whilſt this blood flows, it flows for my Rn, - 
And every wiſh is levell'd at thy joy. 
Zan. to — My lord, my lord, this is your time ta 
| 'f Cats | 
Alon. to Low ] Becauſe he's kind ? It therefore i is the 
worſt; 
| Dol not ſee him quite poſſeſt with avid. Ts 
C 3 And 
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And ſhall I pour in new? No fond deſire, 
No love ; one pang at parting, and farewell. 


I have no other love but Carlos now. 


Car. Alas, my friend! why with ſuch eager grafps 


Doſt preſs my band, and weep upon my cheek? 


Alon. If after death our forms (as fome believe} 
Sha!! be tranſparent, naked every thought, 
And f;iends meet friends, and read each others hearts, 
Thou'lt know, one day, that thou walt held moſt dear, 
Farewell. | 
Car. Alonzo, ſtay—he cannot ſpeak— [ Holds hin. 
Leſt it ſhould grieve me——Shal' I be out-done, 
And lofe in glory, as I loſe in love ? [ {/ide. 
I take it much unkindly. my Alonzo, 
You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When well I know your heart is near to burſting, 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you? 
Your ſmalleſt iriendihip's liberty and lite. 
Alen. There, there it is, my friend, it cuts me there, 
How dreadful is it to a gen'rous mind, 8 
To aſk, when ſure he cannot be denied! DO, 
Car. How greatly thought! In all he tow'rs above me? 
Then you confeſs you would aſk ſomething of me? 
Aon. No, on my foul. 
Zan. to Alon ] Then loſe her. 
Car, Glorious ſpun! 3 | | 
Why, what a pang has he run through for this? 


By heaven, Ienvy him his agonies. 


My Alonzo 


Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 


Receive with favour that I make to thee. 
Hon. What means wy Carlos? 
Car. Pray cbferve me well. 
Fate and Alvarez tore her from my heart, 
And plucking up my love, they had well nigh 


Pluek'd up my hfe too, for they were twin'd together. 
Of that no more—What now does reaſon bid ? 


I cannot wed— Farewell my happineſs ! 

But, O my ſoul, with care provide for her's ! 
In life, bow weak, how helpleſs is a woman ! 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair, 


Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine, 
Shut out the thouſand prefling ills of life, 


With thy ſurrounding arms Do this, and then 
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Set down the libe ty and life thou gav'n me. 
As little things, as · Hays of thy go dneſs, 
And rudiments of freodſhip fo divine. : 
Ain There is a grandeur in thy goodneſs to me, 
Which, with thy foes, would re der thee ador'd. 
And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora? 
Car I do not part with her, I give her hee. 
Alon. O Carlos ! 85 
Baut think not words were ever made 
For ſuch ccaſions. Silence, tears, embraces, 
Are languid eloquence ; Pl; ſcec relief 
In abſence from the pain of fo nu. goodneſs, 
There thank the bleſt ab ve, thy o ſuperiors, 
Adare, and raile my thoughts of them by thee. [ Fx, 
Zan. Thus far ſuc-eſs has erowu'd mv boldeſt hope. 
My next care is to haſten theſe new nup ials, 
And then my maſter-works begin to play. [ Afde. 
5 [Exit Zanga. 
Car. He's gone, and now | To | 
I muſt unſluice my over-burthen'd heart, 
And let it low. I would rot grieve my friend 
With tears; nor interrupt my great deſign, 
Great, ſure, as ever human breaſt durſt think of, 
But now my forrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their confinement with impetuous ſway, _ 
_ Ofer-{well all bounds, and bear e'en life away. 
So, till the day was won, the Greek renown'd 
With anguiſh wore the arrow in his wound, 
Then crew the ſhaft from out his tortur's ſide, 


Let guſh the torrent of his blood, and died. [Exit. 


Ac III. SCENE I. r Zine. 
Zan. 0 JOY, thou welcome ſtranger l twice three years 
have not felt thy vital beam; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart: 
A fiery inſtia& litts me from the ground, 
And could I mount —— the ſpirits numverleſs 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and oer - in form me 
O bridegroom ! great indeed thy preſent bliſs; 
Let ev n by me unenvied ; for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt ſmile, that which now 
2 4 thy 2 enjoy it while thou may'lt; 
nguiſh, an groans, and death bef; to-morrow. - 
My Liabeila! La. 


” 
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T/ab. What e:mmands my Moor? 
Zan. My tar aliy my lovely miniſter! 

*T'was well Alvarez, by my arts impel d, 

(To plunge Dod Cail's in the latt deſpair 
And ſo prevent all future mole? ation) 
Finiſh'd the nuptials foon as he reſolv'd them; 
This conduct ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, 
When I by ſacred infpiration, forg'd 
That letter, which I truſted to thy hand: 
'That letter, which in glowing terms conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 
The moſt profound acknuv ledgment of heart 
For wcndrous tranſports which he never knew, 
This is a good ſubſervient artifice, 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. | 
Jab. I quickly dropt it in the bride's apartment, 
As you commanded, 
| Zan, With a lucky hand; FI 
For ſoon Alonzo found it; I obſerved him 
From out ny ſecret ſtand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his fight, 
When he, as if an arrow gierc'd his eye, 
Started, and trembling diopt it on the ground. 
Pale and agheſt a while my victim food, | | 
Diſguiſed à ſizh or two, and puff d them from him; 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; | 
But check'd by riſiag fears, he cruſh'd it thus, * 
And thruſt it, like an adder, in his boſom, 
Lab. But if he read it not, it cannct fling him, 
At les ſt not mortally. 
__ Zan. At firſt I thought t ſo; 
But farther thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this diſappointment to account, 
This, Iſabella, is Don Carlos? picture; 
Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that found, 
It may riſe up in witneſs of her love, 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 
Or eliewhere as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
Lab. Vil weigh it as its conſequences requires, 8 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve yv ur ſmile. [ Ex. Jab. 
an. Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the ground 
Now he ſtarts up like flame from ſleeping embers, 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 


— 
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If thus a light ſurmiſe can work his ſoul, 

How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him [ Enter Alus. 

Alon. And yet it cannot be I am deceiv'denn—_ 

I injure her; ſhe wears the face of heav'n. 
Zan, He doubts, [ {fide, 
Alon, I dare not look on this again. | 

If the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 

Had ſuch effect, to ſmote my heart and brain, 

The certainty would daſh me all to pieces. ys 

It cannot — Ha ! it muſt, it muſt Le true. [Starts; 
Zan. Hold there, and we ſucceed. He has deſcried me. 

And (for he knows I love him) will unfold 

His aching heart, and reſt it on my counſel. 

I'll ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure. [Ade, 
Alon. Hold, Zanga, durn. 

Zan, My lord. 
lan. Shut cloſe the door, 

That not a ſpirit find an entrance here. 
Zan. My Jord's obey'd. 

Alon. I fee that thou art frighted, 

If thou daſt love me, I ſhall fill thy heart 
With ſcorpions ſtings. | 
Zan, If I do love, my lord ? 

Alon. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy — 

(What pillow like the boſom of a friend 2) 

For I am ſick at heart. 

an. Speak, fir, O ſpeak, 

And take me from the rack. 

Alon. I am moſt happy: mine is vifory, | 

Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, 

O curſe of curſes! in the lap of bleſſing 

To be moſt curſt; My Leonora's falſe ! ' 

Zan. Save me, my lord! : 
Alon. My Leonora's falſe ! [ Giwes him the letters 
Zan. Then heav'n has loſt its image here on earth. 
[Vile Zanga ria ls the letter, he trembies, and ſhews 
the * concern. 
Alon. Good natur'd man! he makes wy pains his on. 
I durſt not read it; but 1 read i 1 now. 
In thy concern. 
Zan. Did you read it then 2 
Ailon. Mine eye juſt rouch'd it, and could hace: no more. 
Za. Tavs periſh all - that * * pain! 


3 [Tears the kr. 
Alia. Why didſt thou tear it? IR 
* 
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Zan. Think of it no 28 
Tas your miſtake, and groundleſs are your fears. 
Alon. And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake ? 
Or give the whole contents, or by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. 
Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his Zanga ? 
Draw forth your ſword, and find thc'ſecrer here. 
For whoſe fake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this rage / Becauſe I ſeek your peace ? 
T have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 
- Bur what good-catur'd tenderneſs for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
That will de damn'd, tho” all the world ſhould know it. 
Los. Then my worſt fears are true, and life is paſt, 
Zan. What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter d ? 
I know not what; but rage is our diſtraction, 
And all its words are wind. Yet (ure, I think, 
I nothing own'd—but grant I did confeſs, 
What is a letter ? letters may be forg'd. | 
For heav'n's ſweet ſake, my lord, nn up your keart. 
Some foe to your repoſe - 
Alon. So, heaven look on me, 
As I can't find the man I have offended, 


Zan, Indeed | | Aſas.] —Our innocence is notour ſhield; | 


They take offence, who have not been offended ; 
They ſe k our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 
And death is often ambuſh'd 1 in — ſmiles. 

Tis certain 

A letter may be forg'd, andis in a point | 

Of ſuch a dreadful conſequence as this, 

One would rely on nought that might be falſe 
Think, have you any other cauſe to doubt her ?— 


5 Away, you can find none, Reſume your ſpirit ; 5 


Alls well again. 
Alon. O that it were! 
Zan. It is; | 


For who would credit that, which credited, | 


- Makes hell ſuperfluous, by ſuperior pains, 
Without ſuch proofs as cannot be withſtood ? 
Has the not ever been to virtue train'd ? | 


Is not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſun ? 


Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain! 
Ain. O Zanga! it is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in oppoſition to appearance 

Zan. No more, my lord, for you condemn yourſelf. 
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What is abſardiry, but to believe | | 
Againſt appearance? You cannot yet, I find, 
Subdue your paſſion to your better fenfe ;— 
And, truth to fell, it does not much diſpleaſe me; 
"Tis fit our indifcretions ſhould be check'd 
With ſome degree of pain, 
Aion. What indiſcretion? 
Zan. Come; you mult bear to hear your faults fr zn me, 
Had you not ſent Don Carlos to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul fave, "IJ 
Who fory'd the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives you pain, 
Had wanted footing for his villainy. 
Alon. I ſent him not. : 
Zan. Not ſend him !—Ha !—That ſtrikes me. 
I thought he came on meſlage to the king. 
Ils there another cauſe could juſtity 7 
His ſhunning danger, and the promis'd fight? 
Alon. In my confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me. 
By heaven, my wounded foul does bleed afreſh; 
Tis clear as day—for Carlos is fo brave, 
| He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour'd of the face of death. 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, 
But for the tranſports ? Oh, it muſt be fo——— 
# Inhuman ! by the loſs of his own honour, 
To buy the ruin of his friend ! | 
Zan. You wrong him; 
He knew not of your love. 
Alon. Ha gs . : = 
| Zan, That ſtings home. 1 L[AAde. 
Alon. Indeed, he knew not of my treach'rous love: ; 
Proofs riſe on proofs, and ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt. 
Love 1s my torture, love was firſt my crime ; 
For ſhe was his, my friend's and he, (O horror !) 
Confided all in me, O ſacred faith ! 
How dearly | abide thy violation! 
Zan, Were then their loves tar gone? 
Alon. The father's will! 
There bore a total ſway ; and he, as ſoon 
As news arrived chat Cerlvs* fleet was ſeen 
From off our c-alt, fir d with the love of gold, 5 8 
Deter vin'd, that th- very ſun which ſax = 
Carlos“ re uin, ſhould ſee his daughter wed. 
Zan. lnderd, my lord; then ) ou muſt pardon me, 
If I preſume to mitigate the crime, 55 
2 * Conkder 
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Conſider ſtrong allurements ſoften gui! t; 
Long was his abſence, ardent was his love, 
At midnight his return, the next day deſtin d 
For bis — "twas a ſtrong temptation. 
Alon. Temptation |! 
Zan. "Twas but gaining of one night. 
Alon. One night! 
Zan. That crime could ne'er return 2gain. 
Alon. Again ! By heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy lord, 
Temptation One xight gain'd! O ſtings and death! 
And am I then undone ? Alas, my Zanga! 
And doſt thou own it too? Deny it ſtill, 
And reſcue me one moment from difiraQtion. 
Zan. My lord, I hope the beſt. 
Alan. Falſe, fooliſh hope, 
Thou know'f it falſe! 
It is as glaring as the noon- tide-ſun. 
Devil !—This morning, after three years coldneſa, 
To ruſh at once into a paſſion for me ! 
"Twas time to feign, *twas time to get another, 
| When her firſt tool was ſated with her beauties. 
Zan, What ſays my lord? Dis Leonora then 
Never before diſcloſe her pzilioa for you? 
Alon. Never. 
Zan. Throughout the whole three years ? 
| Alon, O never ! never! 5 | 
Why, Zavg , ſhwuldit thou thrive! 'Tis all in vain z 
Tho' thy ſuullabours, it can find no reed 
For hope to ca chat. Ah I'm plunging down 
Ten thyuſand thouſand fath«.ms in de ſpair. 
Zan, Hold, fir, PII break your fall Wave every fear, 
And be a man ugain— Had he enjoy'd her, 
Be moſt afſ.:r'd, he had relign'd her to you. 
With lefs reludts nce. | 
Alon. kla Reſign her to Wel 
Reſign her {— W ho refign'd her ?—Double death ! 
os could I di ubt ſo long? 
Firſt love her to diſtraction! then reign her ! 
Zane But was it nor with utmoſt agony ? ? 
Alon, Grant ther, he ſti r:fign'd her ? that s enough, 
Wouid be pluck out his eye to give it me? | | 
eat Ou! is heart ?—She was bis beart no more 
Nor was t with reluctanc be refign'd her; 
By beav' n, he „K d, he courted me to wed, 
I thought ut range; tis now no . lo, 
- 


lo 
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Zan. Was't his requeſt? Are you right ſure of that? 
I fear the leiter was not all a tale. 
Alon. A tale! There's proof equivalent to fight, 
Zan. I ſhould diſbuſt my fight on this occaſion. 
Alon. And fo ſhould I; by heaven, I think I ſhould. 
Whar | Leonora, the diviae, by whom 
We gveſe'd at angels! Ob! Za all confuſion. 
Zar, You now are too much rufl:4 to think clearly. 
Siace bliſs and horror, liſe and death hang cn it, 
Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh 


Each circumſtance; conſider, above all, 


That it is jealouſy's peculiar nature 
To ſwell ſmall thiags to great; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its reaſon 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 

4lon. Had I ten thouſand lives, Id give them all 
To be deceivꝰ d. - 
Ard yet ſhe ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought heav'n 
Borrow'd her form fur virtue's felf to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. [ Exit Alonzo. 

Enter 1ſabella, 
Zar. Thus far it works aufpiciouſly, My patient 


Thrises underneath my hand in miſery. 


He's gone to think; that is, to be diſtracted. 
Lab. I overheard your confcrence, and faw you, 


To my amazement, tear the letter. 
Zan. There, \ 


| There, Iſabella, I e myſelf. 


For tea'iag it, | not ſecure it only 
In its firſt force; but ſuperadd a new. 
For who can now the character examine 
To cauſe a doubt, m uch leſs detect the fraud 75 
And after tearing it, as loth to ſnew | 
The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now 
A forgery, my lord would d ſpelie ve me, 
* more, would diſbelie ve the more I ſwore. 
ut is the picture happily diſpoſed of? 
es 5 
Zan. 1 hat's well- [Exit Lab. Ila. 1 Ab! what 3 18 
well? O pang to thinx ! 
O dire neceſſity | is this my province? 
Whither, my ſoul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 
Beneath thy ſphere ? Ere while, tar, far above 
Such little arts, vifſembling, fallnoods, frauds, 
mY traſh of villainy ufelf, on falls | 


: . 
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To cowards and poor wretches wanting bread. 
Does this become a ſoldier ? This become 
Whom armies follow'd, and a people lov'd ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought. 
But great my end; and ſinge there are £0 other, 
"Theſe means are jolt, they ſhine with bortow'd light, 
Ituitrious from the purp' fe they purſue. 
And greater ſure my merit, who to gain 
A pcirt ſublime, can fuch a taſk ſuſtaio; 
To wade thro? ways obſcene, my honour bend, 
And ſhock my nature, to attend my end. 
Late time ſhall wender; that wy joys will riſe ; 
For wond:r is involuntary praiſe, [Exit 


A C TV, SCENT IL 
Enter Alonzo and Zanga. . 
Alon. , what a pain to think ! when every „ thought 
Perplexiug thought, in intricacies runs, 
And reaſon knits th? inextricable toil, | 
Jn which herſelf is taken“! 
No more I'll Fear this battle of the mind, 
This inward anarchy ; but find my wife, 
And to her trembling heart preſenting death, 
Force all the ſecret ftom her. 
Zan. O forbear! } EE 
' You totter cn the very brink of ruin. 
Aon. What doſt thou wean ? 
Zan. That will . all, TL: 
And ki lm, hopes. What can I think or r do? [Ali. 
alen. W bat doſt thou murmur? 
| 2 3 rce the ſecret from her ! 
What! > p27jury to ſuch a crime as his? 
Wil me contels it then ? O groundlefe hope! ' 
Bur ren fiur'ds, ſhe'll make this accuſotion, 
Or 40 bo or trug, your vin with the king; 
Such! is her father's poWẽ-Ẃrr. 
Aion. No mere, 1 care not - 
Rat er 3 grcan benreth this load, Pl die. 
Cu. Bur for what beiter will you change th's 2 ? 
rennt you huald know it, would not that be worle ? 
*. 1.0, it a9ulu cure me cf my mortal pangs 
ane d ard cor er I ſhould deſpiſe her, 
Ard all my lore-hred agonies would vaniſh. 
Zn. Ah! were l furs of Wane! ”y 100 
Aion, What then ? S 
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Zan. You ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret. 
Alon. What doit thou mean? Thou know'it I'm on 
"the mack. h 

P11 not be play'd with ; ſpeak, if thou haſt ought, 

Or I this inſtant fly to Leonora. | 
Za. That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 

Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it. 

Tho? gone too far, heaven knows— Lis I am guilty— 
1 bave took pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 

To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 

And turn'd aſide your thoughts from the detection. 

Alon. Thou doſt confound me. 

Zan I confound myſelf, N 
And frankly own it, though to my ſhame I on it; 
Nought hut your life in danger could have torn 
The ſecłet out, and made me own my crime, 

Alon. Speak quickly ; Zanga, enk. 

Zan. Not yet, dread Sir: 

Firſt I muſt be aſſur'J, that if you find. 
The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as you afſur'd me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal 1 8 ſoul. 

Alon. Oh! 'twill by heav'n. 

Zan. Alas! I fear it much, 

Ad ſcarce can hope fo far; but I of this 
V. x act your folemn oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all felf-violence, and fave my lord. 

Aan. I trebly ſear. 

Zan. You'll bear it like a man 5 

Alon, A god. 

Zan. Such have you been to me, theſe tears confeſs i it, 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: 

Aud what amends is now within my power, 

But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 

And as a bleſſing claim my pun {ment ? 
Know then, Dan Carlos. . OR b 

Alon. Oh! ] | T3: | 

Zan. You cannot bear it, My 

Alon. Go on, VI! have it, tho' it blaſt wankiad! | 
I'II have it all, and inſtantly. Go on. 79K 

Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night — 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did 1 
Com mand the watch that guards the palace gate. 
He told me he had letters for the kin 8 
Diſpatch'd from you. | 

loa, The villain Led! 
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Zan Ny lord, 
I pray forbear— Tian ſported at his light, 
After ſo] ng a bondage, aud your friend, 
(Wo could fuſpect hi m of an artifi e?) 
No farther I erquir'e, but let him piſs, 
Falſe to my truſt, at leaft imprudent in it. 
Our watch reliev'd, I went iato the garden, 
As is my cuſt m, whey the night's ſerene, 
And teck a moon-lignt walk: when ſcon I heard 
A ruſtling in an aibour that was near me. | 
I faw two loveis in each otber's atme, 
Embracing and en brac'd. Anon the man 
Araſe, and falling back tome paves from her, 
Gaz'd ardently awhile, then ruſh'd at once, 
And thr-wing all himſelt into her r 
There ſoftly tigh'd ; O night of ecliaſy ! 
When Hall ave meet again 7 Don Carl:s then 
Led Lecnora forth, | 
Aon. Oh! Oh my heart! e pririautonchiy, 
Zan. Groan on, and with the ſound ert reſh my lout! 
is thro? his heart, his krees fmite cn2 #vother 
a Tis tho his bialo, Eis eye balls roll in angulſh. [44 . 
My lord, my lord, why do you rack my ſcul ? 
Do not you know me, fir ? Pray look upon me; 
You think too deeply. I'm your own Zanga, 5 
So lov'd, ſo cherich d, and ſo faichful to you. 
Riſe, * lor honour's ſake. Why ſhould the Moors, 
Why ftould the vanqu.ſh'd, triumph ? 
Alon. O ſhe was all! 
My fame, my friendſhip, and my love of arms, 
All Roop'd to her, my blood was her po ſſeſſion. 
Deep in the ſecret fol diogs of my heart 
She liv'd with life, and ar the dearer ſhe. 
But—no „ 
To think oa't is the torment of the damn'd, 
And not to think on't it is impoſſible. | 
Zan, You ſaid you'd bear | it like a man. 
Alen. I do. 
Am I not almoſt diſtracted ? 
Lan, Pray be calm. 5 | 
Alon. As huricanes : be thou aſſur'd of that. 
MV wife! my wife! e 
Zan. My lord! 
Alon. O Villain, villa in moſt 3 4 


If thou didſt know it why didſt let me wed? © + | 
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Zan. Hear me, my lord, your anger will abate, 
I knew it not, I ſaw them in the garden; 
But ſaw no more than might well expect 
To ſev in lovers deftin'd for each other. 
By heaven l thought their meeting innocent. 
Who covid ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue ? 
Till after proofs conſpu'd to blacken it; 
Sad proofs, which came to late, which broke not out, 
(Ete'nal curſes on Alvarez” haſte 1) 
Till holy rires had made the wanton yours; 
And then, I own, I labout'd to conceal 1 it, 
In duty and compaſſion to your peace. 
Alon. Live now, be damn'd hereafter ; for I want thee, 
0 night of ecfiaſy — Ha! was't not ſo ? 
I will enjoy this murder—Let me think— 
The jaſmine bow'r, tis ſecret and remote ; 
Go wait me there, and take thy dogger with thee. 
[ Exit Lange. 
How the ſweet ſound ſtill ſings within my ear ! 
When ſhall we met again ?—To ni ight in hell, 
As he is going, enter Leanora. 
Ha ! I'm furpris'd ! 1 ſtagger at her charms! ” 
0 angel-devil |! —Shall I ftab her now? 
No, it ſhall be as I at firſt determia'd: 
To kill her now were half my vengearce loft. 
Then muſt I now diſſemble—if I can, 
Leen. My lord excuſe me; ſee, a ſecond time 
I come in embaſſy from all your friends, 
Whoſe joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. 
Alon. This moment, Leonora. I was coming 
To thee, and all but ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my * with joy. 
Leon. What ſays my lord? 
Alon. Thou art exceeding fair. N 
Leon. Beauty alone is but of little worth; 
But when the ſoul and body, of a piece, 1 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for gallant actions, 
Heaven's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours ; ; 
If fair and innocent, I am your due. . 
Alon. Innocent! | [4b 
| Leon, How | my lord, I interrupt you. 8 
Alon. No, my beſt life, I muſt not part with thee, 
This band is mine. Oh ! what a band 1s ww 7 1 
80 loft, ſouls fink into it and are loſt, 5 
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Leon. In tears, my lord ? 
Alon. What leis can ſpeak my joy? 
L-on. My lord, you fright me. 
I: this the fondneſs of your nuptial hour? 
Way, when I woo your hand, is it denied me ? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught © ſhun me? 
Nay, my good lord, Þ have a title here, [Taking his hand. 
And I will have it. Am not 1 your wite ? 
Have not I juſt authority to know 
That heart, which I have purchas'd with my own, 
Tell me the ſecret; I conjure you, tell me. 
Aon. Fa! ha! ba! [ He breats from ber, and 
He finks upon the floer, 
Los. Are theſe the; joys which fondly I conceiv'd ? 
And is it thus a wedded life begius ? 
What did I part with when I gave my heart ? 
I kuew not that all happineſs wen: with it. 
Where ſhall I ſigh ? whe:e pour out my complaints > 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ihould redrets, 
He is the ſource cf all. 
Alon. Go to thy chamber, | 
I ſoon will follow; that which now d iſturbs thee 
Shall be clear'd up, and thou ſhall not condemn me. 
: [Ex. Lon. af 
Ob, how like innocence the looks ! What, ſlab der, 
And ruſh into her blood? | 
How then ? Why thus No more; it is determin'd. 
Enter Langa 
Zan. I fear bis heart has mr bim. She mutt die. 
Cn not rouſe the ſnake that's in his boſom, . 
To ſting out human natuie, and effect it  [A/ide, 
Alon. This vaſt and folid earth, that blazing ſua, 
Thoſe ſkies thro? which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man ? the ſmalleſt part of nothing. 
Day buriesday, month month. and year the year. 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths; 
Can then death's ſelf be fear'4? our life much rather. 
Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude ; 
Death joins us to the great mzjority : 
Tis to be born to Plato, and to Celar ; $554 
Tis to be gre. t for ever; 
"Tis pleaſure, tis ambition, then, to = web: 
Zan. I think, my lord, you talk'd of death. 
Alon. I did. | 
= 2... lee you oy, wen Lecno os dead. i 
* on. 
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Aha. No, Zanga, 
To ſhed a woman's blood 
Would flain my ſword, and make my wars inglorios. 
He who, ſuperior to the checks of natur-, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does, in ſome ſort, that reaſon deity, 
And take a flight at heaven. 
Zan. Alas my lord, 
Tis not your reaſon, but her beauty, finds 
Thoſe arguments, and rhrows you on your ſword. 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is fo bright, 
Yau cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is fo ſoft, 
That has ten thouſand ecſtaſies in ſtore 
For Carlos? No, my lord, I mean for you. | 
Alen. Oh! thro my heart and marrow | Pr'ythee 4 
ſpire me: f 
No mote upbraid the weakneſs of thy lord, 
I own, I tried, I quarrel'd with my heart, 

And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her dzath; 
Bur, oh! her eyes ſtruck faſt, and murder'd me. 
Zan, I know not what to anſwer to my lord. 
Men are but men; we did net make ourſclves. 
Farewell then, my beſt lord, fiace you mult die. 
O that I were to ſhare your monument, 4 
And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 

Againit rhoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer FF 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 
Zan. And is it then unknown? 
O grief of heart, to think that thou mould aſk it ! 
Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you. 
Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in duſt— _ 
But it will cut-my poor heart through and rough, 
To ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, 
Who brought you chither by their lawleſs loves. 
For there they'il revel, and exult to find 
Him ſleep ſo faſt, who elſe might mar'their joys. 
Alon. Diſtract on !—But, Don Car los, well thou 
know'ſt _ 
Is ſheath'd in ſteel, and bent on other thoughts. 
Tan. I'II work Bo to the murder of his friend; 
Ves, till the fever of his blood returns, 
While het laſl kiſs ſtill glows upon bis check. 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 
How will he ruſh like lightning to her arms! 
There ligh, there languiſh, there pour cut his foul ; 
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But not in grief——-ſad obſequies to thee !— | 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, nor hear 


The burning kiſs, the ſigh of ecſtaſy, © 


Their throbbing hearts that joſtle ore another: 
Thank heaven, theſe torments will be all my own, 

Alon. T'll eaſe thee of that pain. Let Carlos die, 
O'ertake him on the road, and ſee it done. 


Tis my command. Gives his fignet. 


Zan. I dare not diſobey. | 
Mon. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 2? 
Zan, Ab, ſir! think, think again: are all men buried 


In Carlo? grave? You know not woman kind, 
| When once the throbbing of the heart is broke 


The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was tied, 


Each man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 
Alon. That thought has more of hell than had the 
former. 


Another, another, and another! | 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb. 
I am convinc'd ? I muſt not, will not die. 
Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder ber. 
What then remains? in nature no third way, 
But to forget, and fo to love again. 
Alon. Oh! | | 
Zan. If you forgive, the world will call you good; 
If you forget, the world will call you wife; | 
If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, very, very kind. 
Alon. Tanga, I underſtand thee well, She dies, 
Tho? my arm trembles at the ſtroke. She dies. 
Zan. That's truly great. What think you twas ſet up 


The Greek and Roman name in ſuch a luſtre, 
But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, | 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries, 

| When great, auguſt, and god-like juſtice call d?) 
At Aulis one pout'd out a daughter's life, 


4 , 
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And gain'd more glory than by all his wars; 
Another flew his ſiſter in juſt rage; 
A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 


| Gave to the cruel ax a darling fon. 


Nay, more, for juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 
As he at Carthage, an immortal name f — 
Yet there is one ſtep left above em all, 
Above theis hiſtory, above their fable. 


A wife, bride; mi 5 unenjoy*d "RY do that, 1 


And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. Alone 


. 7 
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Alon. Tis done !—Again new tranſports kre yy brain; 
T had forgot it; tis my bridal night. 
Friend, give me joy ; we muſt be gay together ; 
And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, 
And mulic gives the elevating ſound, 
Ard golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour; 
Thou, Zanga, thou my ſolemn friends invite, 
From the dark realms of everlaſting night; 
Call V-ngeance, call the Furies, call Deſpair, 
And Death, our chief-invited gueſt, be — : 
He, with pale hand, ſhall lead the bride, and ſpread 
Eternal cartains round our nuptial Ded. Ercan. 


F T7 V. 
I Emer Mews and Zanga. 
Hen. IS Carlos murder'd 
Z in. | cbey'd your order. 
Six r.iti-ns overtvul him on the road; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he few, - 
Then ſunk beacarh an hundred wounds, to deaths 
Is lad breath biets 'd Alonzo, and de ſii d | 
His bones might reſt near yours. * | 
Alon. O Zanga! Zanga! 
But Plt not dis; for I muſt act, and thinking 
Would ruin me for action. 
He ſhould, and ſhould not die Ycu ſhould * 
And not obey—It i is a day of darkneſs, 
Of contradictions, and of many dzaths. 
Where's Leonora, then ? Quick, anſwer me: 
I'm deep in horrors, Pll be deeper ſtill. 
I find thy artifice did take effet 
And ſhe forgives my late deportment to her. 
Zan, I told her, from your childhood, you was wont 
On avy great ſurprize, but chiefly ten 
When cauſe of ſorrow bore it cemp ape LP 
To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat "reaſon ; : 
A momentary ill, which ſoon blew cr. 
Then did [ tell her of Dan Carlos' death, 
(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he £1) 
Aad laid the blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted; 
But ſuch the honeſt artiſice I us'd, 
And ſuch her ardent. wiſh it ſhould be true, 
That ſhe, at length, was fu.ly ſatisfied, 
what deſign you, fit, and how? 
Alon, Til tell thee, : Thus 


** 
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Thus I've ordain'd it. In the jaſmine bower, 
The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her guilt, 
There will I meet her; the appoiotment's made; 


And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 


The blackneſs of her crime before her fight, 

And then, with all the coo! ſolemnity 

Of public juſtice, give her to the grave. [Exit. 
Zan. Why. get thee gone! horror and night go with thee. 

Sitters of Acheron, go hand in hand, 

Go, dance around the bower, and cloſe them in ; 

And tell them that I ſent you to ſalute them. 

Profane the ground, and for th* ambroſial roſe, 

And breath of jaſmine, let hemlock blacken, 


And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air, 
For the ſweet nightingale may ravens croak, 
Toads pant, and adders ruſile thro? the leaves; 


May ferpents winding up the trees let fall 
Their hiſſing necks upon them from above, 5 
And mingle kiſſes—ſuch as I ſhould give them, [ Exit. 


SCENE, the bower; Leonora ſleeping. Euler Alonzo, 


Alon. Ye amaranths ! ye roſes, like the morn | 


Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange groves | 


Why do you ſmile ? why do you look to fair? 
Are ye notblaſted as I enter in ? oe 
Vid ever midnight ghoſts aſſemble here? 
Have theſe ſweet echo: s ever learnt to groan ? 
Joy-giving, love-iofpiring, holy bower ! 5 
Know, in thy fragrant boſom thou receiv'it 


 A-—=-murderer! Oh! I ſhall ſtain thy lilies, | 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. 23 


So Lucifer broke into paradiſe, 


And ſoon damnation follow?*d. [ He advancer.] Ah! ſhe - 


| ſleeps ——— I 
The day's uncommon heat has overcome her. 


Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze. 
Od, what a fight is here! how dreadful fair? 


Who would not think that being innocent? 


Where ſhall I ſtrike? who firikes her, ſtrikes himſelf, 
My own life-blocd will iſſue at her wound. 


But ſee ſhe ſmilies ! I never ſhall ſmile more, 0 
It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiſs. Going. be farts back 


Hal ſmile again? She dreams of bim ſhe loves. 


Curſe on her charms ! I'll tab he thro? them all. 58 
5 I be is going to firike, ſhe wakes. 


- bo 4 4 


Leon. My lord, your ſtay was long, and yonder lull 
Of falling waters tempted me to reſt, 
Diſpirited with noon's exce ſlive heat. 
Alon. Ye powers! with what an ehe ſhe mends the day! 
Wh le they were cloſed Lihould have given the blow. Afidte 
Leon. What ſays my lord! 
Alon. Why thus Alonzo ſays : 
If love were endieis, men wete gods: tis that 
Does counterbalance travail, danger, pain 
"Tis heaven's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 
Len. Alas! my lord, why talk you of the grave ? 
Your friend is dead; in friendſhip yu ſuſtain 
A mighty l-fs, repair it with my love. 
Alm. Thy love ? thou piece of witchcraft! I would fay, 
Thou brighteſt angel! I could gaze fur ever. | 
But, O thoſe eyes ! thoſe murderers! O whence, | 
Whence didf thou ſteal their burning orbs? from heaven? 
Thou didft ; and *tis religion to adore them. | 
Leon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thoughts: 
Extremes ſtill fright me, tho' of love itſelf. 
Alon. Extremes indeed it hurried me away; 
But 1 come home again— and now for juſtice· _ 
Ard now for death—lc is impoſſible # 4/ide. 
1 ave her to juſt heaven. | Drops the dagger, and goes of. 
Leun. Ha! a dagger! | Pe do 
What doſt thou ſay, thou miaitter of death? _ 

What dreadful tale doit tell me? Let me think. 
VV Euter Zanga. © | 
Zur. D:ath to my tox'ring hopes! O fall from high! 
My cloſe long-!abour'd ſcheme at once is blaſted, 

That dagger found will cauſe her tyenquire 
Erquiry will ditcver ail ; my hapes 
Of vengeance periſh ; I mytclf am loſt—— 
Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand 
Which held the ſteel in vain !— What can be done ?— 
Where can I fix ?—ihavs ſomething fhll—'twiil breed 
Fell rage and b.tternefs betwizt their ſoul, 
Which may perckagce grow up 10 greater e. il: 
If nor, tis all I can | 


| Ir foall be fy——— | [Aides | 


Leon. O Zanga! Lanktnkinag in my feats: 
Alonzo dropt hi: der as he left me, 
And left me in a flrabge dhorder too. 
What can this mean? Angels preferve his life ! 
Zan, Yours, m:dam, yours. 
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Lion. What, Zanga, doſt thou ſay ? 
Zan. Carry your goodneſs then to ſuch extremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he 1s jealous ? 
Leon. Heavens ! 


And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 


What villain could inſpire him with that thought: ? 
It is not of the growth cf his own nature. 
Zan. Some villain. Who, hell knows; but he is jealous 3 
And 'tis moſt fit a heart fo pure as yours 
Do itſelf juſtice, and afi: rt its honour, 
And make him conicious of his ſtab to virtue. 
Leon. Jealous | it ſickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Unge:'rous, groundleſs, weak, and infolent ! 
Why? wherefore ? on what ſh:dow of vctaſion ? l 
Oh how the great man leflens ro my thought 
How could fo mean a vice a jealouſy | 
Live in a throng of ſack exhalted virtu:s ? 
I ſcorn an hate, yet love him, and adore, 
J cannot, will not, dare not think it true, | 
Till from himſelf I know it. [Exit. 
Zan, This ſucceeds ah, 


ar ta my wiſh, Now ſhe wi h nde 


pbraids bim. He, well knowing ſhe is guilty, 
Rages no leſs ; and if on either fide 


The waves run high, there ſtill lives hope of ruin, 


My lord. 


Enter Alonzo. | 


Alon, O Zavga! hold thy peace, I am no coward ; 
But heaven itſelf did hold my hand; I felt i it, 
By the well being of my foul, I did. 2 
Fl think of vengeance at another ſeaſo 

Zan. My lord, her guilt. 

Alon. Perdition on thee Mor 


For that one word! Ah! do not rouze that thought ; 


I have &erwhelm'd it much as poſſible: 


tell thee, Moor, I lore her to diſtraction. 


If 'tis my ſhame, why be it ſo I teve her; 


I could not hurt her to be lord of earth; 


It ſhocks my nature like a ftroke from heaver. 


But ſee, my Leonora comes ;——Be gone. (Ex. 22 


Futer Leonora. 
O ſeen for ever, yet for ever new ! 
The conquer'd thou dof} conquer - er 2 gain, 


Iaflicting wound on wound, 
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Lion. Alas! my lord, 
What need of this to me? 
Alon. Ha! dcſt thou weep ? 
Leon, Have I not cauſe ? 
Alon. It love is thy concern 
Thou haſt no cauſe; none ever lov'd like me. 
O that this one embrace would laſt for ever! | 
Leon. Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue ? 
Could this man e'er deſign upon my life ? 3 
Impollible ! I throw away the thought. [ ide, 
Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart; 
My univerſe does le within that ſpace, . 
'This dagger bore falſe witneſs, 
Alon. Ha! my dagger ? 
It rouzes horrid images. Away, 
Away with it, and let us talk of love. 
Leon, Of death ! | | 
Alon. As thou lov'ſt happineſy— SD. 
Leon, Of murder! | 
Alon. Raſh, | 
Raſh woman! yet forbear. 
Heavens ſtrike me deaf ! i 
Leon. It well may ſting you home. 
Alan. Yet, pu me; I am all in flames. 
Leon. Who has moſt cauſe ? you, or myſelf? What act 
Of my whole life eacourag'd you to thy? 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you ? 
You find me kind, ard think me kind to all ; 
The weak, ungen'rous error of your ſex. . 
What could inſpire the thought? We ofeneſt judge 
From our own hearts; and is your's then ſo frail, 
It prompts you to conceive thus iil of me ? 
He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Deſerves to find it true. Holding him, 
to the gulph 


Why haſt thou forc'd me back in 
3 

or ſince haſt re-plung'd me in m 

I will be ſatisfied. yung. Og . 

Hlox. Yes, thy own mouth ſhall witneſs it againſt thee: 


I will be ſatisfied. 
Leon. Of what? 
Alon, Of what! 


1 How. 
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How dar'ft thou aſk that queſtion ? Woman, woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus *tis for ever. | 
Who told thee that thy virtue was ſuſpected ? 
Who told thee I deſign'd upon thy life? 
You found the dagger; but that could not ſpeak ; 
Nor did I tell thee : who did tell thee thea ? 
Guilt, conſcious guilt ! 

Leen. This to my face? O heaven! 

Alon, This to thy very foul. 

Leon. Thour't not in earneſt ? 

Alon. Serious as death. 

Leen, Then heaven have mercy on thee, | 
Till now I ſtruggled not to think it true; 


I ſought conviction, and would not believe i it; 


And doſt thou force me? This ſhall not be borne ; ; 

Thou ſhait repent this inſult, Ging. 
glon. Madam, ſtay. | 

Your paſſion's wife, tis a diſguiſe for guilt : 

Lou and your thouſand arts ſhall not eſcape me. 

Leon. Arts ? 

Alon. Arts. Confeſs ; for death is in *. hand. 

Leen. Tis in your words. 

Alon. Confeſs, confeſs, confeſs ! 

Nor tear my veins with paſſion to compel thee. 
Leon. I ſcorn to anfwer thee, preſumptuous man!? 
Alon. Deny then, and incur a fouler ame, 

Whete aid 1 find this picture? 

Leon. Ha! Don Carlos? 

By my b*i hopes, more welcome than thy own. 

Alon. I know it; but is vice ſo very rank, 

That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſp itin my face 3 

Nature is ſick of thee, abandon d . 8 
Leon. Repent. 

Alon. Is that for me? 

Lean. Fall, aſk my pardon. 

Alon. Aftoniſkment! 

| Leon, Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am diſhoneſt ? 
Alon. I know thee fo. © © 
Leon. This blow then to thy hear. 

[She Habs herſelf, he endeavoirs to prevent zer. 
4 Hoa ! Zanga ! liabella! Hoa! the bleeds ! | 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to aſſiſt her! 

Leen. This it the vhly Wayrhat Gould wound ber, 

Tho moſt * Now think me guilty fill. © 2 

| | ater 


Enter I/ 2 
Alon, Bear her to inflact help. The world to fave her. 
Leon, Unhappy man! well may ſt thou gaze and trem- 
le; 
But fix thy terror and a mazement right; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own diltraction. 
What haſt thou done? Whom cenſur'd Leonora! 
When thou badſt cenſur'd, thou wouldſt fave her life; 
O inconſiſtent! Should I hre in ſname, 5 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this 
T” aſſert my virtus? No; ſhe who diſputes 
Admits it poſhble the might be guilty. 
While aught but truth cculd be my inducement to it, 
While it might look like an excu:e to thee, 
I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ; 
But now, I let thy raſhneſs know, the wound 
Which leaſt I feel, is that ay dagger made. 


[ Iſabella leads off Teonora. 


Alon. Ha! was this woman guilty ? — and if not— 
How my thought darkens that way! Grant, kind heaven, 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give being end. 

Is that my hope, then? Sure the ſacred duſt 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn, 

Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 

When hope itlclf is blacken'd to deſpair, 
When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 


| In hell a refuge from fevcrer pain ? 1 Mlonzs.. 


E ter Zanga. 


Zan. How ſtands the great accuunt "LWixt me acd ven- 


geance ? 
Tho? much is paid, yet ſtil] it owes me much, 
And I will not abate a lingle groen. 
Ha ! that were well but that were fatal too 
Why, be it ſo Revenge fo truly great | 
Would come too cheap, it bought, with leſs than liſe. 
Come, death; come, hell, then; tis nnn "tis Gangs 
Eater Jabella. 
Jab. Ah! Zanga, ſee me tremble Has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill? Por Leonora 
Zan. Welters in blood, and gaſps for her la breath, 
What then ? We all muſt die. 
1/ab. Alonzo raves, - 
And in the tempeſt of his grief has thrice 
Attempted on his life. At — diſarm'd, 
He calls his friends that ſave bim his worſt foes, 
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And importunes the ſkies ſor ſwift ition. 
Thus in his ſtorm of ſorrow. ED 
He ftarted up, and call'd aloud for Zanga, 
For Zanga rav'd ; and ſee, he ſeeks you here, 
To learn the truth which moſt he dreads to know. 
Zan. Be gone. Now, now, my ſoul, conſummate all. 
| | [Exit Iſabella. 


ö Enter Alonzo. 
Alon. O Zanga! | 

Zan. Do not tremble ſo ; but ſpeak. | 

Alon. I dare nor. [ Falls on him. 

Zan, You will drown me with your tears. 

Alon. Have I not cauſe ? 

Zan. As yetyou have no cauſe. 

Alon. Doit thou too rave ? 

Zan. Your avguiſh is to come: 

You much have been abus'd. 

Alon. Abus dl by whom ? . 

Zan. To know were little comfort. 

Alon. O *"twere much | 

Zan. Indeed ! 5 

Alon. By heaven! O give him to my fury ! 

Zan. Born for your uſe, I live but to oblige you. 
Know then, twas I. | EN 
Alon. Am 1 awake? 

Zan. For ever. | + 
Thy wife is guiltleſs, that's one tranſport tome; 

Ard I, I let thee know it, that's another, 

T ury'd Don Carlos to reſign his miſtreſs, 

I-forg'd the letter, I diſpos'd the picture: 

I hated, I deſpis'd, and I deſtroy. 

Alon. Oh ! | 5 i | LS eon: 

Za. Why this is well —why this is blow for blow. 

Where are you ? Crown me, ſhadow me with laurels, 

Ye ſpirits which delight in juſt revenge! 

Let Europe and her pallid ſons go weep; 

Let Africk and her hundred thrones rejoĩce: 

O my dear countrymen, look down and ſee 

How I beftride your proſtrate conquetor ! 

1 tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings. 

But this is mercy, this is my indulgence, 

"Tis peace, tis refuge from my indignation, 

I muſt awake him into horrors. Hoa! 
Alonzo, hoa! the Moor is at the gate ; 
Awake, invincible, omnipotent ! 
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Thou who doſt all ſubdue. 
Alon. Inhuman flave ! | 
Zan. FalPn chriſtian, thou miſtak't my character. 
Look on me. Who am I? I know, thou ſay'ſt 
The Moor, a flave, an abject beaten flave ; 
(Eternal woes to him that made me fo!) 
But look again. Has fix years cruel bondage 
Extinguiſh'd majeſty fo far, that nought 
Shines bere to give an awe to one above thee ? 
When the great Mooriſh king Abdalla fell, 
Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought faſt by him, 
His ſon, tho', thro? his fondneſs, in diſguiſe, 
Leſs to expoſe me to th' ambitious foe. , 
Ha ! does it wake thee! O'er my father's cerſe 
I ſtood aftride till I had clove thy creff, 
And then was made the captive of a ſquadron, 
And ſunk into thy fervant—— But oh] What, 
What were my wages? Hear not heaven, nor earth! 
My wages were a blow, by heaven, a blow, 


And from a mortal hand, 
Alon. O villain! villain! 1 1 
Zan. All ſtrife is vain.  [Shewing à dagger. 


Alon. Is thus my love return'd ? | 
Ts this my recompence ? Make friends of tigers! 
Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt, 

For fear they turn to ſerpents as they lie, 

And pay you for their nouriſhment with death! 

Carlos is 2229, aud Leonora dying! 

Both innocent, both murder'd, both by me. 

O ſhame! O guilt: O horror! O remorſe! 

O puniſhment ! Had Satan never fell, 

Hell had been made for me — 0 Leonora! 

Zan. Mult I deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee ? 

Complain of grief, eomplain thou art a man. 

Priam from fortune's lofty ſummit fell, 

Great Alexander *mid his conqueſts mourn'd ; 

Heroes and demi-gods have known their ſorrows ; 

Cæſars have wept, and I have had my blow; 

But 'tis reveng'd, and now my work is done. 

Vet, ere I fall, be it one part of vengeance 

To make thee to confeſs that I am juſt. 

Thou ſe:ſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt ſlain, 
Whoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood, 

Whaoſe facred perſon /oh !) thou haſt profan'd, 
Whoſe reign extinguiſh'd ; what was left to me 
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So highly born ? No kingdom; but revenge ! 

No treaſure, but thy tortures and thy groans. 

Tf men ſhould afk who brought thee E wy end, 

'Tell them the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe "thee. 

If cold white mortals cenfure this great deed, 

Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior beiogs, 

Souls made of fire, and children of the fun, 

With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well 

Now fully ſatisfied I ſhould take leave: 

But one thing grieves me, ſince thy death i is near, 

I leave thee my example how to die. 

As he is going to tab bimſelf Alonzo ruſhes upon him 10 
prevent him. In the mean time, enter Alvarez attended. 
ry 28 and ſeize Zanga. Alonzo puts the dagger 

his boſom. 
ho No, monſter, thou ſhalt not eſcape 3 

O facher! 

Av. O Alonzo!—Ifabella, 

_ Touch'd with remorſe to ſee her miſtreſs? 'pangs, 


5 $55 Told all the dreadful tale. 


Alon, What groan was that? 

Tan. As I have been a vulture to thy bet, 
So will I be a raven to thine ear, 
And true as ever ſouff'd the ſcent of blood. 
1 by wife is dead. p 1 

[| Alvarez goes tothe fideo Hage, and rtjurn;, | 

Ale. 11 Serail news EASY 

Alon. Prepare e the rack, invent new torments for him. 

Zan, This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage; 
And I'll make vengeance of calamit 4 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou would'ſt not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill. 


Torure thou may'ſt, but thou ſhall ne'er deſpiſe me. 


The blood will follow where the koife is driven, 
The fleſh will quiver where the pincers tear, 
And fighs and cries by nature grow on pain. 
But theſe are foreign to the ſoul ; hot mine 
The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall ; 
They diſobey me; on the rack I ſcorn thee, 
As when my faulchion clove thy helm 1 in battle. 
Ale. Peace villain! _ 
Za. While 1 live, old man, PII "TY 
And well I know thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
For n tob thy blood * * prey. 
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Alon. Who call'd Alonzo ? 

Alu. No one call'd, my fon. 

Alon. Again 9 Carlos voice, and 1. 
o how I laugh at all that this can do! C She wing the 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd me, 
Were giv'n before ; I am already dead ; 

This only marks my body for the grave. [ Sab. 17 
Africk, thou art reveng'd——O Leonora [Dies. 

Zan. Good ruffians, give me leave, my blood is yours, 

The wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 

[He goes to Alonzv's bot. 
Is this Alonzo ? where's the haughty mien ? 
Is that the hand which ſmote me? Heavens, how pale! 
And art thou dead? fo is my enmity. 
I war not with the duſt: the great, the proud, 
The conqueror of Africk was my foe, 
A lion preys not upon carcaſes. 
This was thy only method to ſubdue me. 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 
Now blazes, all thy guilt is in the grave. 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe ; 
If I lament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance ! I have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me, hell blows all her ſtres. 

[ He is bore fs. 


Av. Dreadful effect of jealouſy ! a rage 
In which the wiſe with caution will engage; 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, : 

| Where ſway'd by nature we ourſelves deceive, 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 
And each man finds a Zanga in his heart. 


[Exeunt ommntre . 


THE END; 
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